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l. 


Auroral immortal Aphrodite, 

child of God, artful weaver, I beg you, 

O my Queen, neither with ache nor anguish 
conquer my spirit! 


But come to me—come to me now! 

Once, long ago, you heard my cry from afar, 
and from the golden house of your father 
you came to me, 


swift and beautiful astride your chariot 

down to our dark world, escorted by sparrows 
with fast-fluttering wings whirling round 

in the heaven-heat of summer. 


Swiftly they came; and you, o blessed one, 
your undying face smiling, 

asked me : ‘Why yet again are you suffering? 
Why yet again have you called me?’ 


What most of all did I desire for myself 
in my passion-heated heart? 


‘Who, this time, am I to persuade 
to love you? Who wrongs you, Sappho? 


If she flees, soon she shall pursue you. 

If she refuses your gifts, soon she shall 
gwe them. And if she does not love you, 
soon she shall love you even if she resists.’ 


Come to me now and free me 

from my delirious agony. 

Fulfil what my heart desires 

and be my ally in the wrestle of love. 
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Come to me from Crete, to this holy shrine, 
where a beautiful apple tree stands 

in a sacred grove, and altars smoke 

with incense. 


Here cool water whispers among the branches 
of the apple trees, and roses veil the grass; 


and dropping from the quivering leaves 4 


is the entrancement of deep sleep; 


and a meadow grazed by horses 
blooms with the blossoms of spring 
in the waves of a gentle breeze. 


Here, Aphrodite, gracefully take 

the golden wine-cup. Mix together 
the honeyed wine with our happiness 
and pour. 


if only our souls 
were wholly, altogether 
able, 


If I could 
reflect the light 


of your face 


to touch, caress 


). 


Aphrodite, and o nymphs of the sea, 
allow that my brother return unharmed; 
and whatever fills his soul with longing, 
bring it to completion. 


But only after he's atoned for his former 
screwnicornery. 

May he bring joy to his friends 

and grief to our enemies; 

no longer obnoxion. 


And may he listen to his little sister! 


And you, revered Aphrodite, remove all aches. 


The two colloquial words used here are consistent with the charming 
vibe of the original, a vibe which I could only convey through the use of 
broadly equivalent words; precision translation rendered the original vibe 
‘lost in translation’. Also note playful Sappho's masterful mash-up of 
tones : the epic and the intimate, the worldly and the domestic. 


15. 


Aphrodite bitter and spiteful. 
Doricha, you come for a second time 
for your longed-for love— 

not loud-tongued in passion! 


T. 


Doricha, 

I call on you and your bluster : 
do not draw near 

my young friend. 


Doricha, a female friend of Sappho's. 


16. 


An army of horsemen and foot soldiers 
and ships of war—some say all this is most 
beautiful on our dark earth. But I say 
it's whomever I passionately lust after. 


It's easy to persuade everyone 

to agree with me on this, for Helen, 

who excelled all humankind in beauty, 
abandoned her husband, the best of men, 


and, forgetting utterly her children and beloved parents, 


sailed to Troy. 
Aphrodite led her away. 


Ah, now this reminds me that Anaktoria is not here! 


I prefer the sight of her shining face 
and the charming motion of her step 
over the sight of chariots and armor 
and fighting on foot in foreign lands. 


Alas, it is not possible for everyone 
to do the unexpected and share in this prayer. 


Anaktoria was the name of one of Sappho’s female lovers (see Ovid, 
Letters of Heroines, 15.17). 


17. 


Appear with me as I pray to you; 
show your beautiful form, Queen Hera : 
our ancestors’ goddess. 


You brought to completion their many struggles. 
First, Troy; then their voyage on the sea 
to this place, home. Their fatigue 


making uncertain their finish 


until they called for you, o Queen, and on the god of 
the sad 


and on lovely Dionysus. 


Now help me, gentle spirit, with your ancient ways. 


18. 


[e]|very 
[w]agging 2 2 " 
tongue 
telling stories, I welcome your face in this time of unpleasant winter. 
men... 
bigger .... Please, Abanthis, raise your lyre; 


sing yet again about Gongyla 
while desire flies round and round like a bird. 


19 ° Her beautiful dress 
leaves me fluttering with passion 
wait when I see it. 
by the incense 
have good Once upon a time, 
holy Aphrodite, 
come now don’t go you complained about my many prayers. 
see 
work But these words I hope you'll hear. 
afterwards 
glorious 


I say 
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20. 


How often have I not felt hurt, 
Queen Aphrodite, from those I love? 
And why would I want and call back 
and feel again that pain? 


What vain trembling of desire 
strikes me to loosen my knees down 
to the hem of your garment? 


Ohi coh 
Love I wish, 
love I want. 


I am willing to suffer. 


This I know about myself. 
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2 f. 


Come on! 


Lose yourself in the pleasure 
swelling thick and fine! 


Come to the wedding! 
Are you as happy as I am? 
But send home the innocent girls . . . 


and let us follow the mighty path of the gods 
to a mortal Heaven. 


90. 


All virgin girls! 
Celebrate all night long 
‘til the sun rises high! 


You brides! I say sing of love 
of closest affection 
in the purple robes of Aphrodite! 


Go and rouse up the unmarried boys 
the same age as you 

so that you'll see less sleep 

than the sweet-voiced bird of night! 


ol. 


Blinding as brightly as any god 
is that man—any man—who sits 
close beside you, facing you, 
listening to your pleasantries. 


Your laugh excites my desire 
—truly it does! 
My heart quivers in my breast 
when I see you, even for the shortest of moments, 
and my voice refuses to come to me. 


My tongue fails, and all at once a fever 
fine as a fluttering dress 

overawes the flesh of my body 

and my eyes no longer see 

and my ears hum inside of me. 


I feel my sweat trickling down— 
all of me trembles from head to foot; 


I’m paler than the hay-harvest at summer 
and feel close to sinking in death. 


But I must endure all of this. 
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I'm wet with dripping sweat... 


He who gave me sorrow, 
may stormy winds carry him away! 


When the full moon in its gorgeous roundness 
sheds its brilliance, and lights the earth with silver, 
it outshines all the stars around it. 


O you beautiful women, 
towards you my thoughts never change! 


96. 


I long for, I crave, I seek, I desire... . 


OO. 


Please, o golden-wreathed Aphrodite, 
let this chance fall my way! 
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99. 


Her feet were snug in sumptuous sandals that led me 
on; fine Lydian work. 


49. 


All is beautiful, fair, and still. 


Now like wild winds turbulence rushes out of my heart 
and I sink. 


But, dear friend, come now; 
the day is near. 


Lydia, located east of Lesbos, Sappho's island home, was an ancient realm 
whose name derives from *beautiful'/"fair' (a poetic allusion suggesting, 
possibly, that Sappho felt an aphrodisiac power in the sandals?). 
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44. 


On Cyprus, Aphrodite's island, 
the herald Idaeus, swiftest messenger 
of Asia entire, his fame eternal : 


‘The entire consort, with Hector at the headmost, 
have led Andromache from Thebe, 

have followed the ever-flowing riverwaters of the Plakia 
into the salt sea, crossing on their ship; 

delicate, pretty Andromache, 

coming with her golden bracelets and purple dresses 
lightly floating, and beautiful objects innumerable, 
silver wine-cups and ivory.’ 


Thus the herald spoke. Her beloved father rose up 
eagerly; 

quick-glancing, he swiftly sent his plans circulating : 

the Trojan wedding party would ride well-wheeled 
chariots 

yoked to teams of racing mules. 


Often titled ‘The Marriage of Hector and Andromache’. 
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The multitude of guests mounted the chariots, 
women together with delicate-ankled unmarried girls; 
but King Priam's daughters were set apart. 


All the unmarried men yoked horses to the chariots. 
The charioteers .. . 


‘Hector and Andromache, 
their love pure as the gods" 


As one crowd all set out for Troy, 

the melodious pipings of the aulos 
mingling with the strokes of the lyre, 
and the clappers 

and the melodies of the unmarried girls, 
their songs of faith rising to Heaven : 
everywhere through the streets 
resounded the marvellous sounds. 


Between “The charioteers . . ." and “Hector and Andromache,” a large 
part of the text is missing. 
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There were saucers and bowls for mixing wine 
and water; 

mingled scents of myrrh and cinnamon and 
frankincense. 


The older women together cried out loudly in prayer. 
Together the men sang, highly pitched, a song to Apollo, 
He who always attains his aim, 

a god well-skilled at the lyre, 

calling on him for encouragement. 


With song they celebrated the godlike Hector and 
Andromache. 


Here, Sappho writes a new sequence for the Iliad. ‘[Trojan] Herald Idaeus, insightful with 
wise counsel’ (Iliad, 7.278); Hector, a prince of Troy, was celebrated as the foremost warrior 
of the Trojans (e.g., Iliad, 2.242—3); Cilician Thebe (located near Troy), not the Grecian 
Thebes; well-wheeled chariots : war-chariots used as mule cars; Andromache, bride of Hector 
who must later mourn his death; King Priam of Troy’s irresponsible son Paris sparked the 
Trojan War; aulos, a flute-like wind instrument; lyre, a harp-like string instrument; clappers, 
a musical instrument equivalent to castanets. 


44a. 


O splendid Muses shining bright 
and the slender Graces, 
Aphrodite’s handmaidens : 

O passionate ones, 

do not forget to set your foot down 
and walk with mortals. 


Golden-haired Apollo, whom Leto brought into 
the world, 
having lain high in the clouds with Zeus the mighty : 
to him the goddess Artemis swore a great oath : 
‘On your honour, I shall remain unmarried always, 
hunting unaccompanied upon the mountain peaks.’ 
So she spoke. And the father of the fortunate gods 
nodded in assent, and thus both gods and mortals 
address her as Deer-shooter and Virgin Huntress, 
a mighty name. And limb-relaxing Eros never 
draws near. 


23 


45. 


Until you are willing I will want you. 


46. 


Upon these soft pillows I will lower my limbs. 
I lie ready under the stars. 


4T. 


Eros trembles my soul 
just as mountain winds rush down onto the trees. 


48. 


You came, the very one I sought; 
you cooled my heart of burning desire. 


90. 


Beauty is well to see, but beauty in kindliness is yet 
more beautiful. 


49. 


Once, Atthis, long ago, I loved you. 
To me you resembled a child, 
a little girl, not yet graceful. 
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I know not what to do. I am of two minds. ... 


Seems to me 
I will not touch the sky 
with my two arms. 


Eros, wrapped in your purple robe, come down from 
Heaven! 
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09. 9 f. 


Come to me!—holy daughters of God, O rosy-armed That country girl, dressed in her country clothes, 
Graces! has spellbound your senses— 
but she lacks the wit 
to draw her rags up above her ankles! 


62. 


Away from trouble I sit 6 0 e 
under the laurel tree 
where everything is sweeter. It befalls me— 
I ponder the trials of women wandering the paths. a childish wish to play. 
This is the end of my idea, 
Here my soul is content why my spirit calls : 
with the garment of peace to persuade your sensuousness 
that fits around me. to wrestle with me... 


as you well know. 
O beautiful garment! 
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63. 


Dark dreams haunt my sleep. 


O gentle god, take this awful grief from my body! 


Through the eyes of sleep I see my hope 
to share in the blessed and the fortunate 
come to nothing. 


Let it not be this way! 
I am no plaything. 
May I touch all I reach for! 


65. 


Sappho, does she love you? 


Ah, the Cyprian Queen is indeed great! 
For as long as all the light-bringing days 
let everyone know this, 

here, and in Acheron. 


Cyprian Queen : Aphrodite. Acheron : a river of the Underworld. 
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67a. 


this venemous god’s 
continuously-shown 

outward signs of affection 

is founded on nothing much, 
not very much. 


68. 


Far from 

yet nevertheless 

they become equal to gods 
contemptible to blessed Andromeda. 


Ha! Their confidence— 
foundationless—! 
yet they do not hold back. 


But I admire the twins 


Castor and Pollux 
elegant in the stars. 
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(l. 


Mika, 
I do not allow your friendship 
with the wicked Penthilos. 


Choose rather 

our sweet, soft-voiced song 
clear as the spring breeze 
lightly shedding its dew. 


19. 


Aphrodite, 

hear my consoling song 
as I sit idle in the fall 

of the thriving raindrops. 


Mika : a woman friend of Sappho’s. Penthilos : ‘the house of Penthilus was a 
powerful, aristocratic family on Lesbos, with which the Lesbian ruler Pittakos, 
who was opposed by Alkaios, aligned himself. It is an indication that politics may 
have played an important role in the relationships Sappho established with other 
women.’ Diane J. Rayor and André Lardinois, eds., Sappho : A New Translation of 
the Complete Works (Cambridge : Cambridge University Press, 2014), 120. 


ol. 


You, o Dika, weave into your lovely flow of hair 
the anise saplings we gathered together by hand. 
The holy Graces admire such wreaths of flower; 
they turn their eyes away from the ungarlanded. 


82a. 


You, Mnasidika, are softer and more beautifully 
shaped than Gyrinno. 


82b. 


now I am willing 


Mnasidika and Gyrinno are women’s names. Are the names Mnasidika, 
Dika, and Mika (no. 71) one and the same woman? 
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Never before have I suffered the fortune, Irana, to 
feel such agitation! 


Stillness. 


Powerful goddess 
Aphrodite, I pray to you! 


Give life to my soul. 


Hear my prayer now and forever. 


Trana : a woman’s name. 
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94. 


To be honest I wish I were dead. 
Weeping, she's leaving me. 


This she says to me : 
‘The fate I suffer is terrible, 
truly. I leave you unwillingly.’ 


I answer in reply : 
*Goodbye.—Go on. Just remember how I cared for you. 


Remember all the good we shared. 
Beside me at my house I garlanded you 


with roses and violets and the purple crocus; 


you let fall around your delicate throat 
the flower-wreaths I interlaced 


and many precious perfumes 
you washed over yourself 


36 


and upon soft beds 
soft satisfactions 
washed over you. 


We were close to the holy temples 
and the sounds of the dances in the hallowed places. 


You desire not to go, yet you go—" 


Oo. 


When you lie still in the rest of the dead 
there will be no memory of you, 

no one longing for you; you'll have 

no share in the roses of Pieria. 

Unseen, too, down in the House of Hades 
you'll roam, pursuing the shades of the dead. 


‘roses of Pieria’ : a reference to sacred nature and inspired song. 
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95. 


Gongyla, 


Wholly with the eyes of a child 
I see dread visions clearly around me. 


I said, 'O Hermes, master who sits by the blessed, 
I take no delight in enduring above the ground 
as I do.’ 


A longing to die grips me : 
to sink into the dewy lotus 
on the banks of the Acheron. 


Gongyla : female friend of Sappho’s. Hermes, among his many duties, 
is a conductor of the dead down to the Underworld. Lotus : a flower of 
‘dreamful ease’ (Tennyson) that narcotizes the hordes of the dead in the 
Underworld. 
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96. 


Often I hold you in my thoughts. 


Fittingly, you were honoured like a goddess. 

You most of all took pleasure in the song and dance. 
Not often does one have the shape and character 
equal in delight to a goddess. 


Even now you stand out among the women; 

as when the sun sinks, and the mild moon’s shine 

excels the light of the stars, casting her light 

equally over the salt sea and over rustic fields of 
flowers. 


I wander to and fro, thinking of Atthis, 


delicate Atthis. My longing for her 
leaves my heart feeling consumed by death. 


I will not think of that further— 
I will think of her in the middle of her song. 


Atthis, a woman friend of Sappho’s. Persuasion (Mero) : goddess of 
charm and seduction. 
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Now beautiful dew falls 
on roses soft to the touch, 
on herbs of the earth, 

on sweet clover in flower. 


Once we enjoyed 


the golden nectar of Aphrodite 
poured by sweet Persuasion. 


Dear mother, I am unable to weave my web—! 


Thanks to slender Aphrodite, I long for that young 
one.... 


‘weave my web’ : write her poetry? 
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98a. 


My mother said that in her youth, 
binding your hair in a wrap of purple 
was very fashionable, 


fine embroidery from the Ionian city of Sardis. 


She said that hair the colour of fire 
should use a lighter shade when binding it. 


And handsome wreaths of full-grown flowers 
served as headbands and always fitted perfectly. 


98b. 


These wraps, these headbands, 

remembered by the exiles of the Kleanactidae, 
memories of the past— 

for you, Kleis, I have no headband, 

nor know where to find one. 


“binding your hair’ : a ponytail; or an Alice band? Sardis was the capital city of Lycia, a region 
near Sappho's home of Lesbos. ‘exile’ : it is said that Sappho and her family were forced into 
political exile from Lesbos for a time. ‘Kleis’ : Sappho's daughter. ‘Kleanactidae’ : an allusion 
to the despotic ruling family of Lesbos (see George Grote, History of Greece (London : John 
Murray, 1907), 25; Nicholas Boterf, ‘Lyric Cities : Poet, Performance, and Community’, PhD 


diss (Stanford University, 2008), 166—7). 


100. 


On her that pretty linen fits well. 


101. 


I said to Aphrodite : 


A scarf of old handwork 

Sent to me from Mnasis! 

Lightweight purple resting on the breath of a breeze, 
à covering produced in Phocaea : 

a valuable gift from bygone hands. 


Mnasis : a woman's name. Phocaea : a city southeast of Lesbos. 
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70. 


I will go 

to the dance 

where there is much cheer 

and songs of clear, sweet-sounding tones 
for everyone. 


dE 


104. 


Hesperus, star most beautiful, 


you bring back what the light-giving Dawn scattered : 


you bring the sheep, you bring the lamb; 


but the bride does not return to her mother. 


105a. 


A sweet apple 
blushes on the topmost branch, 
but the fruit-pickers miss the topmost tip. 


No, they didn’t neglect it— 
they couldn’t pluck it. 


Fragments 104—117 (Wedding Songs). Hesperus : Venus as the evening star. 
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105b. 109. 


Just as men shepherding on the hills We will give her, the father says! 
tread the purple hyacinth underfoot, 
trampling the flowers to the ground . . . 


110. 


10 6 ° The doorkeeper has feet seven fathoms long : 
ten shoemakers worked hard to stitch 
The songstress from Lesbos surpasses the songbirds his sandals made of five ox-hides! 


of all other lands. 


11l. 
107—8. 
Raise the roof beams high, 


Ah!—do I even now still long to taste virginity? Hymenaeus; 

O grace, o beautiful girl! Raise them high, carpenters! 
The bridegroom is coming, 
equal to Ares; 
larger than the largest man! 


105a and 110 : possibly includes comic, celebratory, light-hearted 111 seems to be a celebration of the approach to the bridal chamber. 
metaphors for specific parts of human anatomy. Hymenaeus : god of marriage. Ares : god of war who dallied with Aphrodite. 
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112. 


Happy bridegroom, the marriage you prayed for 
Is fulfilled : the young bride you desired is yours! 


Happy bride—most beautiful sight!— 
your eyes look kindly, and the love you longed for 


flows from your face. 


Aphrodite has blessed you beyond all others. 


Ihe}. 


O bridegroom, 
no longer will there be such a girl as she. 
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114. 


Bride : ‘My youth, why have you left me?’ 
Youth : ‘I shall be with you no more; nevermore.’ 


115. 


O dear one, beloved bridegroom, 
to what shall I rightly compare you? 
To a slender sapling most of all I compare you. 


116-117. 


Farewell, bride! Farewell, groom! O much-honoured 
ones! 


May the bride rejoice, and may the bridegroom rejoice! 


49 


117a. 
SENSN 22: 


O too-tender girl, gathering flowers 


JUS 
Let fall your wet linen 13 Q ° 


Eros, you limb-loosener, again you makes me 
tremble— 
1 5 9 that bittersweet, irresistible creature! 


sweet-voiced girl 
o 


‘I, Aphrodite, and my attendant Eros : 
welcome us.’ 


‘Smooth doorway’ : fodvwv npoðúpwv. (£o&vov : also ‘polished’, ‘slippery’. 
IIpo85pov : also ‘entrance’; ‘front door’; ‘portico’.) 
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152. 


mixing with colours of every kind 


129. 


you have forgotten me; 
you love someone else— 
a man. 


151. 


Atthis, am I hateful for you to think of? 
For you flutter off to Andromeda. 


The word for ‘mix’ (uiyvupt) is also a metaphor to ‘have sexual 
intercourse with’. 
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132. 


I have a beautiful daughter whose figure resembles a 
golden flower : 

Beloved Kleis, I would not trade you for all the 
loveliness of Lydia. 


133. 


Sappho, so rich in prosperity, why summon Aphrodite? 
Andromeda is a fair reward. 


Andromeda was possibly one of Sappho’s female rivals in love. 
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185. 


Why, Irana, does the song of Pandion's daughter 
wake me? 


120. 


Rest upon your gentle friend's breast. 


142. 


Leto and Niobe were very dear friends. 


144 


Doubtless they have had enough of Gorgo. 


138. 


Stand face to face before me, friend; 
share the charm that’s in your eyes. 


Trana : a female friend of Sappho’s. In myth, Pandion’s daughter Procne 
suffered a terrible crime and was subsequently transformed into a swallow. 
Leto : mother of Apollo and Artemis, eventually contributed to bringing 
vile things upon Niobe, a mortal, queen of Thebes. Gorgo, possibly a 


female rival of Sappho's. 
54 55 


Kharaxos and Larichos were Sappho's brothers. Sappho is apparently 
imploring Larichos to ‘do the right thing’ in some specific circumstance. 
Queen Hera : wife of Zeus, king of the gods. 


101a. 


On the cicada. 


With your wings you spread your sweet-sounding song 
when summer scorches the earth, 
soothing us with your music. 


118. 


Come, noble lyre, 
endow me with your well-tuned voice. 


136. 


herald of spring, the fair-voiced nightingale! 
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143. 


golden chickpeas sprout along the banks . . . 


123. 


Now the golden-sandalled Dawn! 


124. 


Calliope! 


154. 


When the full moon shone, 
the women gathered round the altar. 


A chickpea (&pétv8oc) is also a metaphor for ‘membrum virile’. 
Calliope : Muse of epic poetry. 
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140. 


Chorus of Girls : ‘Delicate Adonis is dying, Cytherea. 


W hat shall we do?' 
Aphrodite : ‘Beat your breasts. . . . Girls, tear your 
robes.' 


141. 


Up in their celestial seat 

a bowl of ambrosia was mixed; 

Hermes raised the pitcher and poured the wine for 
the gods. 


Together the gods held their drinking-cups 
and poured libations, 
together praying for the bridegroom’s prosperity. 


Adonis : god of beauty, lover of Aphrodite. Cytherea (an island of Greece) : 
epithet of Aphrodite. Ambrosia : drink of the gods. Hermes : messenger of 
the gods. Libation : a liquid mixture poured as a sacred rite. 


156. 


I'm more sweet-sounding than the twenty-stringed lyre, 
more golden than gold. 


125. 


In my youth I wove wreaths of love. 


134. 


Along the passages of a dream I spoke with you, 
Cyprus-born Aphrodite. 


120. 


I am not someone with an angry nature; 
my soul is calm. 
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127. 


Once more, o Muses, leave your golden dwelling and 
come to me! 


128. 


You beautiful Graces with pretty hair, 
come to me now 
with music and song. 


160. 


To please my friends 
I shall sing delightfully well. 


All: 


Be a friend to me 

and find a younger bedmate. 

I dare not submit to marry you, 
being the older. 


146. 


If you ask me : 
Neither the honey nor the bee. 


168b. 


The moon has set, 

has sunk into the ocean 
along with the Pleiades. 

It is the middle of the night. 
Time passes, 

and I lie idle. 
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42. 


When the souls of doves grow cold, 
they drop their weakened wings. 


08. 


Children, you now pursue the precious gifts 

of the purple-robed Muses and the sweet lyre, lover of 
song. 

My skin, once so soft to the touch, has been taken 
from me by age, 

and my dark hair has faded to white. 

My soul is heavy now, and my knees too weak to bear 
their load 

when once they danced with the lightness of fawns. 

I lament these things often, but what is to be done? 

It is not possible for mortals to be ageless. 


It is said that the rosy-armed Dawn, on account of love, 
once bore Tithonus to the farthest parts of the earth 


when he was young and fair. But time lay hold of 
him, too 
—grizzled old age, though his lover was an immortal. 


+ 


Over Pelagon the fisherman, his father Meniskos laid 
his rod and oar, a remembrance of his hard life. 


This is the dust of Timas. Before she stood as bride 
she was received by the dark of Persephone’s chamber. 
With a blade her friends cut locks of their hair 

and scattered them over the newly dead. 


Persephone : goddess of the Underworld. 
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147. 


I say that someone will remember us in time to come. 


92. 


They have given me the most valuable calling of all. 


56. 


I expect no other girl with such artistic skill 
to ever again look upon the light of the sun. 


32 : A poem addressed to the Muses, celebrating the creation of art? 


168c. 


Embroidered in many colours is our earth of plentiful 
flowers. 


168d. 


Love : a fabric of words. 
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